the illusory convictions they foster, derives its impulse from sources deep within the poet's own psyche, his inner and affective life. By exposing what he believes to be the hopeless falsity of these longings for eternity, and by confronting death as an unconditional fact in a tough, unremitting way, he prepares as the ground for his future writing certain limitations of existence within which his poems must be created. We can surmise, I think, that Kinnell has purged himself in the poems we have discussed of personal anxieties and questionings with regard to death, Christ, the purpose and goal of existence. This is not to say he does not 
